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VOL. XV. -

ROSE LEBLANC;
OR,
TER TRIUMPE OF SINCERITY.

cuAPTER V.—{ontinued .

"['be storme was still gomg on; the rain beat-
ing ageivst the panes. The noise of the torrent
1ncreasing every moment. Henn came m at
last. Supper was on the table.

¢ Well, siry said M. Dumont, ¢ perbaps gou
will bave the kindaess to inform meif I sm to be
at the expense of paying for a substitute.’

< No, father, I have drawna good number,
answered lhe yousg mas, without raising bis
eyes from the plate which Ead been set before
him.

The good bourgeois rubbed bis hasds, thrust
them mio s pocket, and walked about the room
with a thoroughly happy expression of counte-
pauce. Then stopping epposite s orece, he
said, ¢ You shall bave a splendid weddiog dress,
Irttle girl.  ‘The best that caa be fouud at M.
Bartor’s, Won't she be pretty on her wedding
day, Rose? be smilingly added, and chucked her
vpder the chin. * Come now, children, as (hat
business is settied, and we hase sowething in
bued for the wedding teast—ay, Rosy, the two
tundred and eighty franes you said you wanted,
girl—we must lose ac time and get you marred

. before the end ot the rnonth. Te-morrow I
shall speak to M. le Cure, and to get bim to pub-
lish the names on Sunday. Come, Henrt, what
art thou thiokiog of, man? Jump up acnd give
your pride a kiss) The young maa satstock
stili, his head leaning on bis hand. Bose'was
crymng bitterly. ¢ What Joes all this wean ?
cried OL. Dumount angrdy. ¢ Have you been
quarrelling again? Come, lets have no more
ponsense. L am tired of the child’s play that is
always going on betweea you twa. Come,make
it up, and behave like sevsible people. What!
no answer? Am I to anderstand there 5 some-
thicg serious 1o all this? Ob; then, I can be se-
rious too, I assure you. 5Sir, L sball zive you up
for ever. I shall turn you out of my hause if
you don’t marry my niece., ) ]

¢ Tt is wot hus fault, ucele, 1t iz oot his facit,’
cried Rose, clasping ber bands, *[tis I who
woa't marry bim.’ _

¢ Veu ! cried ber uncie in such astonishment
that be seemed ready to drap.

¢ You V' re-echoed Babet, lifting 2p her hands
—1 You don’t mean that.

< But I do mean ity burst out Rose, worked up
1to a fit of exasperation. ¢ Tl you care for a man
you care for him, and if you don’t you don’t.—
There s no use io warrsing to be wretcbed ever
afterwards, and I had a great - deal rather ot
marvy at all, than be made to accept a mao
agaiast my will, I will not do it.” .

“ Hey day, ~ried Babet, ¢ Did any body eser
hear the like of that ?’

¢ Henri I' roared out KI. Dumont. ¢ Hecr,
speak! What does sbe mear ? what does it 2il
mean? Is this same foolish whim? some sense-
less love quarrel? Is she giving herself ars?—
Have not you made preity speaches enough to
her lately ¥’ ‘

s She Las taken a fancy to asother tap,

" Heari coldiy replied, and resumed his (ormer at-
titude.

s Taken a fancy to another man !’ repeated M.
Ducont, cienching his fist and siriding up to
Rose as if hardly able to command himself.—
¢ Aod what night have you to such fancies, Ma-
demmoselle? How dare you dream of such a
ting 7 [ shall teach you to go and disgrace your-
selt.) .

¢ Gently, gently, father, taterposed Heuri,
placiog himself between the enraged M. Dumont
and (s Weeping uviece.

¢ I have brougbt her up from a oaby, just as if
she had been my own child. She bas been made
much of, and petted and dressed Like the daugh-

_ters of the wealthiest tradesman m Pav, and she
has now the audacity to stand up and tetl me she
will.oet marry you. I have a great mind this
very. moment to turn ber out of doors.

¢It is rainwng too hard,’ whispered Babet, who
always understood things in their most Diteral
seose. 'Then raismg her voice she added, * Not
but that she would richly deserve it;’ for Heari’s
deadly paleness and-iook of intense wisery weml
to her heart far more than Rose’s tears.

¢ May we iguire,’ said M. Dumont, in 4 con-
steatned anc(lironical tone,® aay we be permeited
to inquire who it is Mademoiselle has fallen in
fove with ?

¢t T pever sud I wasin love wih any body,
" Rose answered m a voice broken by her sobs ;—

¢ but I ke M. Andre Vita, and he is comung to

_propose for e, unless indeed be bas changed his
mind sioce this morning.’ R

¢ Ouly let mm come, only let him come,’ ex-

clumed M, Dumont, striking the table-at the.

same time with the utmost - violence. ¢ I will
speak my mind to himf be dares set his foot in
this bouse. A wretched" peouiless beggar who
pretends.to be a_gentleman, and who has had the
tnsolence 1o, tamper with the affecticos of my
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son’s bride! Behind our backs too, the saeak-
iog hypocnte ¥

¢ It 15 very unjust, (t 1s very upkind io speak
so. Onp, dear, ob, dear! what will become of
me !’ and Rose fell on ber knees with ber head
leaning agaiost the table. When she looked up
again ber uncle and her aunt had left tbe room.
¢ Ok, dear, dear, she agawm excliimed, fbhow
dreadfully angry they are with me.’

< There now, don’t cry so bitterly, Rose'’ said
Henri, wiping her eyes and drawing ber bair ofl
her face as if she had been a sobbing child.—
s You are as white as a sheet; drink a little
wine,' and be poured some out for her.

¢I ecan’t, it chokes me.”

¢ Wait a bit theo. Sit down ia the arm chbar.

¢It s mot farr Lo szay that I deceived jyou,
Henri ]

¢ Husb, dov’t talk of that now.”  After a paucse.
he said m a husky, broken tose of voice, - Why
did you pretend not to care when Andre told you
of bis bad luck?

¢ [ thought....[felt....Yon koow you sal
yesterday that you would kill any one who'....

Henri pressed his bands agatast fus temples as
if to still thew throbbing, and his hps quivered as
ie answered, ¢ Ob, if 1L had not been for this)
and taking the crucifix from bhis bosom, tiz de-
voully kissed it, < if it bad not been for this, who
knows what I might bave done ¥

“You would have killed nim,’ said Fose, shud-
dering.

“Who can answer for bimseif 7 1 was mad
for a while ; but God did not forsake me.’

s And gow youare grcwa quite reasonsble?

‘I kope s0,’ be answered in a tone of the deep-
est dejection.

¢Itis all very sad, ejaculated Rose with a
sigh. A long silence egsued.

¢ Do you feel any better aow 7* be abruptly ia-
quired. .

¢ My head aches very much.

¢ dare say it does ; you are tired to dealh;
go along to bed. Come, lay bold of wy arm, 1
will help you up stairs. And Babet,’ he called
out as they passed ber room, ¢ come Lere, will
you, and get this child to bed, she is dead with
fatigue and can bardly stand, And hark ye,
aunl, be addéd in a wiisper, ¢ mind you don’t
scold her to-night. She has gone through qute
enougl for one day.’

Henri closed the shutters and fastened the
door of the house, extinguished the lights in the
kitchen, and then slowly went up io his bed-
room. Babet, who slept in the next attic to his,
heard tuea sighing aod groaaing through thenight
til she feit ber beart ready to break. This
beightened ber mdignation agaisst Rose to such
a pitch that sbe would have willgly given her a
beating, but ihe nest mowent her feelings were
softened by the thought of the poor child’s head
ache, and the wetting’ she had bad. ¢ If she
should have takea cold,’ she suddenly exclaimed,
and in an instaot she was out of bed aad bending
over the sleeping girl,  © Was there ever such a
pretty creature 7’ she thought, as the light of ker
candle fe!l on the lovely face of ber young mece
~—* does not ske look just like a picture with the
tears lying on ber cheeks jost lilke the rain-drops
oo our damask roses ; and that loek of hair carl-
ing so pretlily on her white veck asif it had
strayed there on purpose? The little wminx /—
How she sighs in her sleep—sobbing too, 1 de-
clare. Ob, dear me, dear me ! what work st is
with young people ! always makwg trouble for
themselves, and other people too.’

Rose woke up at that moment screaming so
viotently, * Don™r kill him, Benri, den’t kill mm,
that Babet, terrified, took some holy water from
the little stoop at the foot of the ved and sprin-
kled her with it. Seemg ber aunls face close
to her' own, a change over the spirit of her
dream, aand bursting out faughing -she said,—
¢Goto bed, goto bed, Aunt Babet. You will
cateh cold. .

¢1 dare say I shall, It would be odd if I did
not,) muttered the good old lady between her
teeth. ¢ Every thing is upsile down in the
Aouse. Night .turoed into day. Notbing but
groaning and crymng and calling out murder. But
Heavea torgive me, the child is oft asleep again.
Well, if gils are not queer articles to deal with.
There she is snoring away as f nothing was the
matter. Ab, well, I am not going to stop here
any longer, catching my death of cold (the goad
lady forgot that it was summer) ; Pl just .wrap
my shawl round my bead, get into bed, and shut
my ears to all their sighings and  groanings.—
Charity begios alL home. So saying, Babet
withdrew to ber chamber, and was soon fast
asleep, regardiess of the romantic troubles of her
veighbors. '

b

. CHAPTER VI,

‘Oge Sunday evening after vespers, a short
time after the drawing of the conscription, Andre
Vidal and Rose .were sitting logether under a
treeat a:little distance from the green where th'e_x
villagers were daricing, oot near enough for their
‘conversation to be overbeard, and yet ot suffi-

ciently apart to draw notipe upon themsélves.— ! ¢ And I'mix tp what is gay with what' 5 sor-}

K

‘fall off s T proceed.”

Peose was making a variety of little nosegays
with the wild flowers withia ber reach, and tyiog
them up with as much care as those she had been
in the habit of arrengng for the market-place of
Pau. '

¢ So you are no more to go tv market with
your uacle’s flowers and fruit? said Aundre, as
he helped her to collect the rosy tipped daisies
and sbining buttercups with which the grass
about tbemn was studded.

“No; so it has been decreed m the family
council beld three days ago in M. Dumont’s par-
lour. He bas engaged a substitute for me o
tke person of M. Ropjeant’s niece, aad there is
{0 be au ead.of my daily jourceys to town and ;
my walks home across the meadows. [t will be
rather dull sitting at home all day with Aunt

| Babet, espechl{szou are going away so soon,
M. Audre, and [shall bave nothing to Jook for-

ward to, or to thiek of in the mean time. Do
you really mean that you will be absent seven
years? Dear me, may all be dead and buried by-
that time.

$Ob, mo, we shail live to meetagam; you
must not be so downlearted, Rose; and m tiie
mean time we can dwell on the recollections of
the past and bnght hopes for the {uture.’

¢ That s all very fice ; but though the past
and foture are very well w their way, 1t is rather
like telling a person to thiok of their breakfast
and their supper at the time whea they want to
be ealing theur dinper.”

This simile made A.udre smile, and be said, ¢ I
bave sometimes been obliged to have recourse to
tbat system when things have gope very bard
with vs at howne.’ _

¢ Indeed!” said Rose thoughtfully. < Who
would have supposed that you had ever suffered
from —’

¢ Real hard poverty, you would say. Well,
there are harder things to bear than that. We
bave always kept our heads above water, and,
please God, I way work my way some time or
other 10 a position in which I may venture to
clain you asg my wife.’ .

* But you will 1a the mean time oe making a
fot of aew acquamtances 1o Bordeaux and other
places you will be staying at. If you were to
forget me !’ .

* Forget thee, Rose!
Scotch poet ;—

T .

I'can say with the

¢ The monarch may forget tha crown
That on his brow an hour has been;
The bridegroom may forget tha bride
Was made his wedded wife yestr'een.
The mether may forget the child
That smiles 3o sweeily oo ber knes,
But Vll 2emember thee, * dear Roge,
And ail that thou bast bees to me.

* That 1s very pretty, M. Andre; bat if the
bridegroom can forget the bride that is reslly
married to him, that s jJust the reason why you
may forget me who am pot vet your ¢ wedded
wile.” That’s woy I don’t fike peetry. There
1s 00 commoyg sepsc ia tf,) and Rose began to
pout a litlle. .

Aundre took ber hand ond said gently, * Do
you really bk a man is likely to forget a girl
whom he has loved since huis childbood 7

‘Have rou really loved me solong? Weil
now, I must tell Sister Theresa s0. She wanted
me to inarry Henr:t for that very reason, that be
bad cared for me such a long time. Not that it
18 frue. I don’t believe a word of it, but I shouid
like ber to know that you had. For my part it
is only sisce last outnmn—'

¢ That you have returned my affzction, Rose ¥’

"That I bave a regard for you, M. Andre,
Rose apswered with digaity. ¢ I am not sure
that it was aot that story thut was the beginuing
of it ¥

§ ’{‘hat story that T wrote o8 purpose to amuse
you.

 Yes; it was always rupning w my nead, and
at last by diot of thioking of the story 1 began
to think of you.

¢It was my first attempt to give life and form
to the vague imaginings that bad haunted my
mind for years,’ murmured Aundre in an absiract-
ed manper. ‘

¢Is 1t very difficuit to write a tale? asked
Rose.

¢ Rather more dufficult than to make a bou-
quet,” Be answered gaily: ¢ but both tales and
bouquets may be colorless and sceatless, or beau-
tiful and sweet,” according to the skill of the
make:. How do you set 2bout it, Rosy,
when you waat to produce a very charming
nosegay 2’

¢ First I select the most lovely flower I can
find for the centre,’ -

¢ Aod I choose the best subject [ can find for
my ale’ . E ]

¢ I take care not to ‘use the full-blowa flowers
‘because the leaves drop off 3o seon.” o

¢ And I try not to let the interest of wy story
. $Then 1 mix. together the most opposite
‘colours s the - purple ‘with .the yetlow ; the pink

rowful, fight thoughts with serions ones,” Aundre

said with a sigh.

*Ah! that is very true, exclaimed Rose, ce-
echotng the sigh, and already losing sight of the
literary and pictorial side of the subject, ia the
realities which s last words had recalled to her
mind.
about each other, and that we hope some day to
be married ; but it is very sad to thiok that you
must go away, for such a long time too. Itis
a great blessing that we have made 1t up befcre
parting.’

¢ Indeed 1 was on the point of giving way fo
despair ; of leaving this place at once without a
word of explavation. 1 was so hurt, so wound-
ed by what seemed to me your inexcusable cen-
duct, your beartless indifference, I felt as if 1
could never forgive you. The whole of tbat
evening 1 kept waiking up and down the road in
a state of perfect distraction.

¢Deacr! bow strange! Hean stayed out an
the garden for ever so lomg that night. Aust
Babet said be raust e mad to go out for a walk
in the pouring rain.’

¢ No words can describe what I weat through
that day, aud dericg the long sleepless hours of
the night.

¢ What, did a0 Fou go to sfeep atall, M.
Apdre ¥ ’

¢ Did you sleep quietiy, Bose, after baviog
ipade me so wretched,

¢ Not rery quietly, M. Andre, for [ was
always dresming that Henn was goisg to kil
Fou.’

¢ At break of dar Jules Bertrand managed to
slip to our garden. I beard him throwing sand
against the panes, but Mor a long time I would
not attend to him; at last, bowever [ was obliged
to open my witdow, as I was afraid he would
awaken my mother.’

¢ He is the sharpest little fellow, that Jules !
‘exclaimed Rose, clappiog ber hands with de-
light. o ‘

5 He bad ooticed,” continued Andre, ¢be bad
suspected and be bad usderstood everything that
bad happened the previous day, and succeeded
after a while io making it clear to me. I shall
always feel grateful to that boy. The refief was
mmexpressible. [t was as if 2 mountain was re-
moved from my heart. I could not bear to
thiek of my dear Ense as of a sellish, beartless
fict.

* Good little Jules ; he has aiways been very
fond of me; and then he hates Heari. DBut,
good gracious, how he did frightea me the aext
day by rupning mto cur kitchen and saying to
me all of a sudder, ¢ M. Andres close upen my
heels. Xie will be nere in 1 minute”  Don’t
laugh, M. Asdre; if you had seen my uncle the
night befors thumping the table and zoarng out,
¢ Quly let him cowe! only let him come ! you
would mot think it a joke 1 can tell you.

¢ I must own that I id not meet with a very
cordizi treception from mm or from that good
lady, ins sister, the day that I ventured to call
upon them. It is impossible to imagive two more
frozen visages than theirs when 1 uafolded ny tale
of love and of poverty. They did all but show
me to the door.  There was bitter irony also in
their allusions to my claims, my pretensions they
called theuw, to nobility of descent.’

i1 can’t forgive them for being so rude to
you, M, Andre,’ exclaimed Rose, with fushed
cheeks aod sparlling eyes. ¢ It was too bad of
them.’

¢ VWell, we must be just, my dear Rose, and I
am teady to admit that 2 proposal of marriage
or rather a declaration of attachment on the part
of a man totally without fortuae, and who to
make things better had just drawn a bad number
for the conscription, did net really deserve any
other treatment. But coasidering the promises
we bave made to each other, I felt myself bound
in honor to lay the state of the case before your
relations, and not to saeak away as it wereln
silence without revealing to them the secret of
my attachment to you.’ ’

¢ Oh, as to its being a secret, there was an end
of that on the evenwng after the ballot. I got
into a passion with [Leori whea he jowned me oo
the Place du Chateau, and I let it all out. And
s0 when my uncle waated to insist upon fixing
the day of our marriage, he repeated to bim
what [ had said. Dly uncle would have scolded
me dreadluliy, indeed 1 think be might have bent
me, he waz ig such a rage, if Heari had aot pre-
vented bim. Heori bebaved very well, He
said at once that ke did not wish apy [onger %o
marry me. That there was no occasion to be
aogey with me-on his account; acd that since T

‘had msde up my wmind to have you, they had bet- |"

ter leave me afome. That it was bud "enough
for me your.going away, aod asto the - future,

‘why it must.be’as God pleases, and-many . otber.
things which pacified them a kittle, * It is really
‘very fortunale that he took it in that way. All

would be night now if 1t was not for that terrible’
cooscription.. Must. you . go, <M. Andre!.. I8

and blue with: the white)> = -

v

' there no:possible way out of it 2%:: ..

"~ Noae ia the world, my deir child. - We are

¢It is pleasant to think that we care:
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too poor to pay a supstitute, which s
alternative.’ '
f You will come home sometimes on’ {eave of

absence 7' :

¢ If we are not sent to Algeria. :‘

¢ Is that far from here # u

¢ It is in Africa, my dear Rose”

CfOhan Africa ! one of the four or Lve parts
of the world, i swppose. 1 forget how many
there are. 'We used to learn them at the
Convent School, but T bave aever thoeght of it
since.’ L

¢ Don™t you ever read, Rose

¢ Sometimes, 2 hittle; of T had 20 amustag
book, with nice short stories m it.’ -

¢ You will write to me every wees when Lam
gone 7 '

¢TI will try, M. Andre.
such a bore writing letters,
talking to each other.

¢ Well, at to that, I have sometunes found it
essier to pour forth the deepest aud slrasgest
feelings of my heart upon paper than to give ut-
terance to them w conversation. Can you un-
derstand, my love, that it has happeaed to me to
lease your side in order o muse in silence ox
the thought of what you have beer (o me, to
sumwon up your image amidst the solitary woods
and il of this beautilu! laod of ours, to engrave
your pame, your sweet name, on tts wild rocks
and majgestic trees, thus associaling my love for
you with my intense worship of nature.

¢ Well, that is very beautifol,” ejaculated
Rose, with a puzzled look, ¢ I suppose it is what
you call poetry. But, M. Andre, if pou will not
be acgry with me for sayisg so, are you quite
sure that it is a proof of love to like to go away
and thick about people instead of fiking to be
always witk them 7’

¢ Do not misunderstand me, my dearest Rose.
I have no dearer wish on earth than to spend my
ife with you, You have been for & long time
past the yoy and the brightness of my sad exist-
epce. Ifit bad not been for the interest you
have taken in me, and the books which our good
Cure bas supplied me with, I must lueg ago have
died of melancholy.’

¢ Books and hittle Rose Leblaac! Who would
have ever thought they could have served the
same purpose ?’ said Rose laughing.

“It is quite true,’ rejoined Andre; ¢ jour
loveliness and gaiety, tbe fascinations of elo-
quence, and the charms of poetry—"

* What, are you gong to find some [likeness
between me and poetry » exclaimed Rose, still
more amused. ¢ Who ever heard tae like of that
as Aunt Babet wouid say 7’

¢ Why, what is there so poetical on earth,
my sweet Rese, as youth, beauty, and rnpo-
cence

“Ohb, I am very glad of it, M. Andre, if it can
give you pleasure. But if we could only gela
substitute. How much would it cost.’

¢ Dud mot your uncle agree to giwve fourteen
bundred francs for one in case M. Lacaze bad
drawe a bad aumber.

¢ Yes, I believe so. That is aot such an im.
reense sum after all,” sard Rose thozghtfuily.

¢ It is an immense sum for poor people,’ he an-
swered with a sigh. '

¢ But, M. Apdre—"-

¢ Flow long do you meaa to call me,M. Acdre
Rose ¥

¢ Well, Andre, I aw goiag to show you myp
treasure. Shut your feft eye and peep through
the hole mto this box. Don’t pou seem it
several pieces of five francs, preseats from wy
uncle ! 1 used to be always asking hum for
woney for one bit of Roery or another, which L
don’t care a pin about now. I can see a sub-
stitute just beginning to grow up at the bottom
of this box. Won’t it be snice, M, Andre
when he steps out of it and takes you all by sur-
peise ¥

¢ You are an angel, Rose ; acd I too will tr
to save oul of my pay. ) .

¢No,no; I will aot bear of that; your pay
‘will only just enable you to live respectably, and
you must keep up appearances ic the regpiment.
Leave it all to me. I shall have plenty of
tune to work, and work will keep me from fret-
ting. . o s )
‘g Oh, Rose, how [ love you!' be exclaimed,
with tears in his eyes, ' o
She shook her head reprovingly, rattled “the
little savings’ box close to his ears, and them
joined a group of young girls who were joning
baunds for a dance. o ‘
CHAPTER VIL

¢So M., Andre1s gone.” - e

¢ Indeed be 15 Jules, Rose answered with &
deep sigh, N

"¢ He looked very weil i'xi s unifpi-ﬁ,! observed

the osly

b

But, deac. me ,it s’
1t is aot at all like

did not encourage.’ ¢ It Madame Bertrand: per-
sists 12 ber parrow-miaded notions' on the subject
of the army, I shall ealist some fige - day '

her kaowledge.)- -7 T AR A
»- ¢ For'shame Jules, you oitght’ to'kd "
tha-to'say; such:things.* Thisk’of

5

Jules, who bad military tastes which his relations i



